All the majesty of intellect, the tender beauty of thought, Of sympathy, or charity, the very loVe of those for whom love has filled all waking thoughts, disappear. As a little baby just born into the world is but a little animal, so the sage, the philosopher, the hero, the statesman, he whose thoughts or deeds have writ themselves large in the history of the world, becomes but a dying animal at the last. A merciful unconsciousness sets in> as the mysterious force we call life slowly takes leave of its last citadel, the heart, and what is has become what was. This is death,"
